FOREWORD
At Tsitsihar, with the thermometer at twenty degrees below
freezing-point, I questioned the Fathers of the Swiss Mission
while we played volley-ball, and I realized what a scourge
banditry is. In another place, sitting at a round table, eating
a vegetarian supper with fair-bearcled Canadian Fathers, I
learned something of the misery of the natives. Later when I
was staying with a Chinese postmaster, who, with his family
and a young concubine, lived in one room, my host's
conversation made me realize the utter impossibility of an
understanding being come to with the Japanese—there is an
incompatibility of temper which will decide the future of the
Far East
Once again I saw the military supreme, not only over
civilians from their own country, who often have diflFerent
ideas from theirs, but also over the natives, who are full of
hatred of their brutal masters.
But above all I was struck at every step by the hatred of the
Japanese for us, They detest us all, us whites, whether we be
tmigrt Russians or Red Russians, Americans or Europeans,
Catholic missionaries or Protestant missionaries, and they
miss no opportunity of maltreating us. This racial hatred is a
primordial fact* It is a fiercer antagonism than any other—
and if war were to break out we might well see Bolshevik
Russians and fmigrf Russians on the same side of the
barricade, It is fair to say that I only realized the full
ferocity of that hatred when, for no apparent reason, I had
been brutally kicked and beaten by Japanese soldiers whose
compartment I had to go through to reach the restaurant car
of the Vladivostok-Harbin express.
1 On leaving Manchuria I went south and on to Peking. I
spent a week crossing the mountainous and little-known
province of Jehol, Japan's last official annexation. And day
by day, the strange character of the Chinese, with its
underlying sense of humour—a quality lacking in the
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